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Bruce stared at the back of his head, his long brown curls that he had grown so attached too. 


Bruce sighed looking down, thinking about the man, the man with the long brown curls, and the black and white 


striped trousers. 


Bruce bit his lip as he wished for the man, the man with the long brown curls and the black and white striped 
trousers and the tight tank top. 


Bruce started to shake gently, as he wished for the man, the man with the long brown curls and the black and 
white striped trousers and the tight tank and the callas finger tips but gentle touch. 


Bruce started to sweat as he wished for the man, the man with the long brown curls and the black and white 
striped trousers and the tight tank top and the callas finger tips but gentle touch and a handsome face. 


Bruce sighed, he's never be able to do it, he wanted him, he craved him, he didn't want to be alone. 
But this wasn't the case of being alone, if that was the case, Dave or Clive or Adrian would do. 
But no. 


He loved him, he hated to admit it, but the way he'd look at him, made his heart melt as he'd shiver with 


happiness and his face would heat up from a blush. 
The way he'd hug Bruce, made his heart speed up as bruce would smile and wish for it all the time. 


Bruce ached for the man, the man with the long brown curls and the black and white striped trousers and the 
tight tank top and the callas finger tips but gentle touch and the bass player that Bruce had grown to love. 


It wasn't always this way. When Bruce had first joined lron Maiden, they hated eachother from the moment 


their eyes landed on eachother. 
It was usually a battle for the monitors. For who was going to stand at the front and move around the stage. 
Sometimes a battle for the last sausage, or the last chocolate or beer. 

Usually it was verbal, a little ‘dick here and a ‘prick’ there. 

Bruce hated him when he'd push him out the way. Bruce hated him when he'd make short jokes. 

Bruce being only 54 

Bruce hated him when he'd pull his hair and laugh. 

But he also hurt Bruce during this time of fighting 

Bruce was walking one day after taking a shower and went to the hotel cafe. 

Before he turned the corner, he heard ‘him' talking with the rest of the band, 

Calling him things Bruce had never heard before. 

Bruce knew he hated him, but he said such horrible and mean and personal things that Bruce just couldn't 

It did hurt. 


Bruce locked himself up for a good few days after that. Nobody knew what was wrong with him. But Dave 


asked. Coming to the room and sitting down on Bruces bed. 

Bruce had pleased for him to leave but Dave refused. 

After a talk with Dave they met the rest of the band up. But the man, the man with the long brown curls and 
the black and white striped trousers and the tight tank top and the callas finger tips but gentle touch and the 


handsome face acted as if Bruce was completely fine and had never even said anything. 


Of course that's when Bruce didn't hate him no more. Instead just looked at him sadly when the man with the 


brown locks would insult him. 

In fact Bruce had stopped retaliating at all. 

He'd just looked at the man and look away with a sigh. 

That's when the ‘banter for a better word stopped. 

The man with the long brown curls no longer payed no mind. 

The two did eventually grow closer though. 

It was a grey day, Dave had gone out fishing with Adrian and Clive had gone off with some lucky bird. 
Bruce was in hotel pub drinking. 

He'd remember the night well as the man with the locks came down too. 
“cor Bruce, better not be drinking." the man had said. 

Bruce had rolled his eyes "Whatever," 


The other man had shooken his head. "Why are you so miserable ‘ll of the time? Look | know we ‘ave never 


seen eye to eye but, its worrying.” 


Bruce had looked at the man with a pair of sad eyes. "| heard you say some thing about me, it was some 
nasty things,” Bruce had explained. 


The man looked at him wide eyed. "You weren't ment to here that, I'm so sorry," the man had said quickly. 
Bruce had shrugged "it's whatever, it was probably true.." 


The man with the curls, the bassist shook his head. "No, no I'm sorry, | should never ‘ave said anything, was 
just, | needed to take my anger out on someore.." the man had turned his head. "Ive just... lm going to tell you 


Bruce, but you cannot tell a soull" 


Bruce had nodded to that Steve had contuined. "| have struggled with obsessive compulsive disorder all my life 


and just, you seem so care free and I've honestly been jealous." 

After that night the two had grown closer almost inseripble. Bruce longed for him. 

He wanted him. 

He didn't just want him to be on top of him on a romantic steamy evening. 

But he wanted all of him. The sadness and the happiness. 

He wanted to be holding his hands and singing lullabies to him and sitting in his lap and bathing with him. 
He wanted to talk and kiss and just be with him. 

That's all he wanted. 

All he could ever plead. 

It had even been his birthday wish on the number of the beast tour, which they where on right now. 
He mustered up all his courage. 

He had to do this. 

It would eat him alive if he didn't say anything. 

"Steve?" Bruce asked. 

Steve turned around, they where going to go on in 5 minutes. 

"Yeah?" Steve asks, his curls resting on his chest. 

"| love You.." Bruce trailed off. Bruce felt like he was going to be sick. 

Steve sucked in a breath. "Oh." 

There was an awkward silence and then someone called Steve. He walked off. 


Bruce threw up. 


He threw up flowers. 
It felt like he was dying 

It ment Steve didn't love him back 
Bruce broke. 


The end. :) 


